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ORPHEUS 



Poor rime before old beauties manifold ! 
Not Orpheus* nor Eurydice's, all mine 
The fault, or they had made my verse divine 
As their sweet parable which fitly told 
Art only hopes for. Is my tongue too bold, 
When I shall speak of Dis and Proserpine ? 
Would it were given, in the measured line, 
To sing of Helens with the bards of old. 
Fareway I seek upon the adventurous tide 
Of poesy and story ; weapon sound 
My mother-tongue lends free, not bought nor sold, 
Within our armory of English found. 
But what are arms if skill be not their guide ; 
Or arms or skill except great purpose hold ? 

God-dowered Orpheus on the twisted root 
Of forest giant, mournful and alone. 
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ORPHEUS 

Sat day and night, and day and night was mute 

Lute to his hand ; too sad to wake its tone, 

Forgetful of its power of delight 

Attuning every spirit to its own, 

So hungering he sat, until one night 

He faintly lifteth hand unto the strings — 

A blue- veined hand with faltering fingers white — 

Nor ponders art. Withal, unpondered, springs 

Surpassing music, for in very truth 

Sorrowing love a heavenly sweetness brings 

That fills all flesh that is with quickening ruth ; 

Makes brute not brutal. Through each midnight glen 

Around him crept the verderers uncouth 

Of that deep Thracian forest ; cave and den 

Lay tenantless ; the kingfisher was ware 

Of tremor strange across the standing fen ; 

The starved wolf left the hill ; through barkening air 

Sailed meek as doves, the eagles fierce and proud ; 

The lizard listened, aurox and elk and bear, 

While ravishment of sound now low, now loud, 

Filled them with wonder dimly understood, 

To hear the mournful minstrel cypress-browed 

Playing his music as his only good, 

Among the birds and beasts ; where towards him stole 

Two tigers such as range the Indian wood, 



ORPHEUS 

Yoked side by side, behind whose steps did roll 
Bright wheels beneath a bright car wreathed in vine, 
Wherein two Gods, each with a drinking bowl 
Brimful, sat indolent. The Lord of Wine 
Was one ; upon his locks no festal crown, 
But rushes rank, and over snow divine 
A wild goat's fleece hung from his shoulder down. 
Sad were his eyes with sadness not of man ; 
He looked as one weary of all renown. 
Upon his left reclined Arcadian Pan. 
Unshorn and rough was he, yet all his mind 
Melted with melody ; the rich wine ran 
Yet down his beard as he at ease reclined. 
A chlamys, fair from Asian needles, bound 
His rugged middle, and one hand entwined 
An ivy garland round his horns. The sound 
That drew all creatures drew the savage steeds 
Near and more near over the broken ground, 
While Dionysus guides them not nor heeds. 
Suffers them couch and lay the chin on paw. 
Gives back to Pan the Pan-pipes' homely reeds. 
Claps his own cymbals, and, in rhythmic law. 
Wakes mirthful echoes. Orpheus, in surprise. 
Looks up, grief-stricken to a wondrous awe. 
While the God's voice, to tinkling clash replies : 



ORPHEUS 

" O gentle bard, beloved of the Muse, 
Whom now she doth instruct to charm the pain 
From sorrow, and make sadness only gain, 
Why droopest thou among the forest dews ? 
Quaff from this cup such wine Immortals use. 
Thou speakest to the drouth that bums my brain. 
And, lo ! my tears fall fast as summer rain. 
Now love is lost, music I least would lose. 
For I am mourning for what might have been 
If love would last : Queen Venus loved me well ; 
And every blushing bliss her winged boy 
Wove round us ; we forgat our lives for joy — 
Joy that the bashful Muses would not tell ; 
They fled away and left me with my Queen. 



" They fled away and left me with my Queen ; 
And many a night we spent and many a day. 
Till on a sudden Eros in his play 
Knapt in the brittle reed his arrow keen. 
And kissed and healed my Goddess. Yet, I ween. 
The venomed barb that, rankling, cannot slay 
Rankles in me. But Cypris stole away 
And left me mourning for what might have been. 
I lost my Love whose love had lost me song, 
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ORPHEUS 

The song that might have lulled my lonely pain, 
The love so sweet that sweetest song were vain. 
Now, cymbals bartered for yon piping reeds, 
And my soft raiment for old Pan's quaint weeds, 
I sorrow in the woods for amorous wrong. 

" Ay, sorrow in the woods for amorous wrong, 
For Venus loved me, and I loved her true. 
But ruthless Eros pain will never rue 
Till his own breast be stricken. Lone full long 
I wander, far from where my Maenads throng. 
Neither shrill pipe nor ringing cymbal drew 
My frozen tears ; till hearing thee, I knew 
Love's Goddess lost indeed, but not all song. 
O gentle bard, beloved of the Muse, 
Pray the Muse hate thee not for charming me. 
For she hates me because I loved my bliss. 
If loss of love hath taught thee — as I Wis 
Nought less — to play so sweetly, comfort thee 
That losing Love, Music thou dost not lose." 

Quoth Pan, " These cups are pure aethereal gold. 
Quaff of the nectarous draughts that lurk and hide 
Within their boundaries ; thou mak'st me bold. 



ORPHEUS 

Up, then, and share what the good Gods provide." 
But, lo, Calliope's fair son replied, 
Touching his lute, and waking such a tune 
As winds in Winter that remember June : 

" A bitter loss hath taught my hand its art ; 
For sweet Eurydice is laid in earth ; 
Scarce found ere lost, my wife, my better part ; 
Lost ere the echoes of the bridal mirth 
Have fully died, and perished all her worth. 
Nought left but memory, that tents in vain 
The closing wound and makes it bleed again. 

" Yea, tents the wound and makes it bleed again. 
And yet I would not have it otherwise. 
Better is he who bears exquisite pain 
Than he who, careless, in faint pleasure lies. 
For sweet Eurydice*s remembered eyes 
Are only just less sweet than when their gaze 
Lighted the path of life as planets' rays. 

" And they are still to me as planets' rays. 
But if I would forget them and forego. 
And spend my time idly in idle days, 
Thy vaunted wine would never drown my woe. 
Or did it stead thee at thy need ? Ah, no ! 
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ORPHEUS 

It dries the fruitful core of grief, to leave 
The bitter rind that makes us hate to grieve." 

Thus Orpheus' tongue his gentle ditty phrased, 
As gowning sorrow in her very guise. 
He turned his face to Pan who gravely raised 
His eyes and listened. Strange but kindly eyes 
Were his, like some old herdsman's, weather-wise. 
Then, as the Pastoral Deity began 
To kindle, Orpheus made his prayer to Pan : 

" But thou, great Pan, I throw my soul on thee. 
Rude art thou, but I know thy heart is true. 
To these bare woods from all men did I flee. 
I hated beauty for a while ; but knew 
Beauty, by love, would conquer hate ; and drew 
Close unto Nature ; loving one so well. 
So beautiful, so more than song can tell. 

" She lieth cold. Oh, let me nightly press 
The greenwood moss ; not savage in my woe. 
Let me be wild, in leafy garland dress. 
And daily drink of the cool streams that flow 
Beneath thy thickets. The hours are not so slow, 
But I shall live at last through all my time, 
And join my liefest in the Elysian clime." 
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ORPHEUS 

Then echoed Silvan in the Arcadian tongu< 
Deep was his voice, toned as a great bell rung, 
As when a four-horse chariot shakes the ground, 
Or thunder heard in caves, or like the sound 
Subdued yet full of a grey waterfall 
Chained in the desert to its riven wall : 
" In Arcady, we know thee what thou art, 
Until we love thee for thy noble part. 
So thou canst thank the Gods by taking joy 
That we have clothed the world, then no annoy 
Shall vex thy mind, for thou shalt clip a bride 
Who keepeth house where thickest brambles hide, 
A Hamadryad ripe, with her to stray. 
Or rock in arms of shady trees, all day 
Watching the branches dance against the sky ; 
Nor hardly wish for eve to draw anigh ; 
But all night long through glade, by pool and burn. 
Faint savour press from trampled thyme and fern, 
And range till, weary, back a-perch ye cUmb, 
Then when the preening birds wake tuneful chime. 
If thou canst put aside all human thought. 
And live with lynx-eared foresters untaught 
Save in the homespun lore our satyrs use. 
Then wise it were a woodland life to choose. 
And pay me seemly worship. Though throughout 
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ORPHEUS 

This old, crag-cumbered forest, all about 

The hollow banks of slow or eager streams, 

Wherever songbird flits or beetle gleams 

Through my domain, they give my ancient head 

A second place, and glorious in its stead 

Raise up Apollo. Far be it from me 

To chide them ; for it was a fool's decree 

That chose my song ; and when with him I strove, 

I know that he surpassed me. Every grove 

Watches the moment that he springs from earth. 

And looks up at the unattainable girth 

Wherewith he girds the heavens day by day. 

The stars are bright, but cold and far away ; 

The moon is but remembrance of the sun ; 

And though by light and dark the streamlets run. 

Yet all their life, their laughter and their love 

Come freely showered from the Sun above. 

Pan's mightier Pan ; where, Orpheus, if thou seek 

A higher gift than mine, upon a peak 

Stand while the morning breaks, and mid the skies 

Catch the first glance of fire-breathed Phoebus' eyes. 

Yea, as for me, thou Roysterer, it were well 

I pondered what this mortal hath to tell. 

He knows my godhead's meaning better far 

Than I myself. Hence with thy wanton car ! 
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ORPHEUS 

I met thee first wandering my dank domain, 
Moaning thy love and fasting ; and right fain 
Was I to open unto thee my soul. 
I gave thee sober raiment. But the bowl 
Is a quick poison that thou gavest my lips ; 
And, in my madness, round my hairy hips 
I wound thy garish cloak, and still I trow 
With crown fantastical insult my brow. 
Fruitful I am, a lover of the soil. 
Liking mine ease, yet well content to toil ; 
Thou lovest heady pleasures and the feast 
And uproar ; and since I am half a beast, 
Makest the beast my master, when thy wine 
Subdues in me the part that is divine ! " 

So gat he shaggy from the crystal cart. 
And tossed the orient God his gorgeous woof. 
" Lo ! I am Pan. I care not who thou art. " 
Speaking, he struck upon the ground his hoof. 
Bacchus flung off the goatskin, sad no more ; 
And with an easy smile sat still, aloof. 
While Orpheus thanked the goaty God whose lore 
Showed wiser far than all the other's guile. 
The lissom Tippler lightly cried : " Before 
Thy cloven hoofs have measured fojrth a mile, 
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ORPHEUS 

I shall be revelling mid Bacchants bright 
Who wait my coming, upon Imbros isle. 
As for thee, froward songster, bold to slight 
My wine, — I rede thee, cross me not again ! 
Up, ye lithe tigers, bear me to delight ! " 
Stooping he caught the erst unheeded rein. 
Up rose the glorious beasts that he had brought 
From Ind, and proudly paced beneath the wain ; 
Their gold and sable stripes the moonlight caught 
In flashes as they moved, till Orpheus sees 
No more the sheeny chlamys rainbow-wrought 
That flowed from the God*s shoulder to his knees. 
Beside the yeoman Ranger of the wood, 
In silence mid thb forest silences. 
Sad with remembered bliss the Poet stood, 
Until the sense of time grew infinite. 
When suddenly, as if to break his mood, 
The God of Shepherds plucked him by the hand. 
That bronzed and puckered visage gathered light. 
Cried Pan, " I take thee over shale and sand 
Posting as plashy dolphin through the wave. 
No tardier our passage of the land.*' 
At once, the forest changed for rock and cave 
And wildernesses full of tumbled stone. 
The moon by this had sunk into her grave. 
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ORPHEUS 

Through frosty air they swept, until alone 

Orpheus was on a peak that overcrowed 

Six lesser peaks, between which yawned, unknown 

To living flesh, the dreary winds' abode ; 

Deserts of snow scarce lighted by the stars 

That trembling watched ; steeps where the white ice 

flowed 
In creeping rivers, rending through the bars 
Of their cold thraldom, with a downward tide 
Of whiteness, over the primaeval scars 
Of rift and pinnacle on every side. 
Across the world now shuddered the last breath 
Of Night who, sinking to the ground, threw wide 
The gate for Him whose advent is her death. 
Then sought the valley, lest her piteous case 
Trouble the radiant God who looseneth 
The peaceful shafts that hold her life in chase. 

In cloud and darkness first, in cloud and light. 
Fresh from the fount of morning, bathed in space, 
The wielder of Hyperion's old might 
Dawned into Heaven, His hair blown back. His face 
Calm with acknowledged majesty and grace 
And power assured throughout the awful sky. 
The unearthly steeds flew smoking with the pace ; 
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ORPHEUS 



Fire fell from hoof and wheel, and flashed from eye ; 
But bright beyond all light arose the God on high. 



Breathless the Poet stood without a word. 
Apollo, rising, swept the Uranian lyre. 
More wonderful than music ever heard 
Was that grand music roared by troubled fire, 
For a quick lightning-flash was every wire. 
As if all days did hymn a day begun. 
Apollo's voice was like fulfilled desire : 
** Orpheus ; I love thee, Orpheus ; thou art one 
So pure that thine unclouded orbs can watch the sun. 



" Curse not a single hour, nor stir a breath 
Against the blameless Gods," said Phoebus. *' Woe 
Must be, and bliss. There must be life and death. 
Time is the gift of One thou canst not know. 
Dost thou ask why thou'rt given pain ? But go, 
Ask rather why thou shouldst have any bliss. 
I see more misery on earth below 
Than any one man dreams of. And I wis 
If thy salt tears must fall, then they should fall for this. 
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ORPHEUS 

" What seest thou there but lifeless wastes of snow ? 
I see a Goddess naked on the rocks, 
Chained down and left to all the winds that blow, 
And down the steeps fall her uncounted locks. 
She blushes to my gaze, but blushing, mocks 
The utter coldness of her lonely state. 
Lo ! I have seen her when the earthquake-shocks 
Wrenched her as she lay bound and desolate. 
Yet are her pains not lost ; there is an end in Fate. 

" Else wherefore suflfer, why endure, why fare 
Where wind and tempest in the cordage sing ? 
Save that they only beauty know who dare. 
Men*s souls are thine to rule ; but know this thing, 
To strive thine utmost is to reign as king. 
Yet, by thine utmost, thou mayst still attain 
Eurydice who breathes perennial Spring 
Into thy song ; for Death cannot distrain 
Remembrance of the face that cometh not again. 

" Lo ! there is love betwixt the Night and Day, 
Brothers who never saw each other's face. 
For when one comes the other is driven away. 
Ere scarce he feel the brother's fond embrace ; 
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ORPHEUS 

Yet still their longing fingers do enlace ; 
As hand in hand around the world they sweep ; 
Like nymphs around a tree with joyous pace ; 
And Day, for Night's sad sake, will sometimes weep 
Or Night be lit by northern light, accord to keep. 



" So twixt the Living and the Dead, I wot, 
A love is that out-lives the funeral pjrre. 
So hast thou her although thou hast her not. 
But thou mayst win her if thou dare inspire 
In Pluto's hall the spirit of my Ijrre 
With outburst ; if thou wilt the pain endure 
To strike its strings of agonizing fire. 
I give it thee ; for all thy thoughts are pure. 
Let thy melodious prayer the unmoved God adjure." 



Latona's Archer beckoned him from earth 
Unto a coast where Evening, robed in flame, 
Stood on the verge of darkness, loosing forth 
Yoke-kine and man ; where to a porch he came. 
Whose latch none lifts but nothing of incumbrance 
Remains unto the traveller, save remembrance. 
The door gave ; Orpheus called his Love by name. 
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ORPHEUS 

Down through a grisly desert Orpheus went 
Whereof indeed full many poets tell, 
Devoid of hope yet full of discontent, 
Wherein the very Shades abhor to dwell ; 
Sure footing is there none for living mortal ; 
Down to the stream it stretches from the portal, 
Strewn with loose cinders l3dng as they fell. 



This as he traversed soon was he aware 
How Shades of men, that drove now high now low 
Yet onward ever floated, filled the air, 
Even as wander flakes of falling snow. 
With these he sped on toward the dreaded River 
Salt with the salt tears of the ghosts that shiver 
Homeless upon its banks, in bitter woe. 



No river is it fringed with whispering flags : 
Its steel-grey waters sweep along its course. 
Scoring the bases of the steel-grey crags. 
It shouts for ever in its accents hoarse. 
For ever and for ever ; ever hasting, 
Not knowing rest, though waxing oft or wasting, 
It fleeth shuddering, from its unknown source. 
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ORPHEUS 

No boat of man's on such a flood could live ; 
Yet on that flood One sped a crazy bark, 
Toward whom the ghosts flocked from all sides to give 
The boatman's pittance. Tall he towered and stark, 
Frosted with eld his beard, his cheeks were hollow ; 
And when he saw the bright harp of Apollo 
He turned away his eyes, inured to dark. 



Now when he was drawn near enough to speak 
Above the mighty noise the waters made. 
He cried, " What God art thou ? What dost thou seek, 
Who thus with light dost these dark realms invade ? " 
Whom answered Orpheus, " I am nowise other 
Than one who calleth mortal man his brother. " 
And at his voice the ghosts shrank back afraid. 



"Fool," Charon cried, "what folly brings thee here 
Before thy time ? I know thou art not dead : 
Thy voice is no dead man's: and thou shouldst fear. 
Brought by no God, these woeful plains to tread." 
Quoth Orpheus, " Ferry me across the torrent 
That is alike to men and Gods abhorrent — 
Apollo's lyre shall keep from me all dread." 
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ORPHEUS 

Charon made answer, " If it be indeed 
Apollo's lyre thou hast, then it is well. 
So thou requite my pains, what is my heed 
If thou be dead or no ? Infernal Hell 
Fears little lest thou blab unto the Living 
The secrets of her furies unforgiving ; 
No man will understand thee, though thou tell." 



With that the Skipper suffered him on board ; 
While the poor ghosts his voice had frightened back 
Crowded the brink again. The water roared 
Beneath the keel that left a fiery track. 
Still sat the Poet, rapt in awe and wonder, 
Stunned by the stream's unintermitted thunder. 
But that old God pulled for the regions black. 



And in the end he made the twilight shore. 
The further shore ; without a word to say, 
He held the shallop close in with his oar, 
Till Orpheus strid the gunwale. Far away 
For ever bloomed the fields of the Departed ; 
And there They were. But Orpheus freshly started 
To go where through the fields a foot-path lay. 
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ORPHEUS 

Great press of Shadows thronged him, all aghast 
Because he was not dead, and life was strange 
Unto their fancy ; therewithal at last 
He found his way over against a grange 
Built round its garth where Cerberus was l3dng 
Before a kennel, sleepless and undying, 
His matted coat upon him full of mange. 

There was Dame Proserpina, of her port 
A queenly woman by a kingly man, 
Sad without pity ; while, in churlish sort. 
Upon his bedstead, Pluto's word began : 
"If thou wouldst dare Me, — lo, my right hand armed ! 
If thou wouldst charm Me, — lo, I am not charmed ! 
I bless nor curse thee, creature of a span.** 

" What if I crave only a hearing-time 
Of You to whom all time is but as naught," 
Sang Orpheus, " Can I charm Your spirits, fraught 
With care immortal, by my mortal rime ? 
I little hope to soothe this troubled clime. 
Who from the shallow earth learn all my thought ; 
Or how shall Your Eternities be wrought 
By words of one fashioned of loam and lime ? 
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ORPHEUS 

I come not to invade Your mystery. 
Boldly, not rashly, do I dare this gloom. 
I would recount to You a history 
Wherein, if bold, not rash was any deed 
Of mine ; and Ye are Dealers of the Doom, 
What punishment or pity is my meed. 

" I and my lyre, nay, what are we to You ? 
What is the trembling of a silver string ; 
What is my story, what the word I sing ? 
Song is a treasure, and a debt still due ; 
Song is a paradox of old and new ; 
Song is a thing that is not anything ; 
Song hath a burden, yet is light of wing ; 
The nptes are air, but yet the notes are true ; 
And Orpheus hath outsung the Siren ; bare 
Her head, her arms, her feet ; her lips were wan ; 
The poppy-bloom was in her dawn-dusk hair ; 
Else all was pale, and she most woe-begone, 
Through thin weed, gleaming white as whitest swan. 
Singing she sang, and song was all her care. 

" Singing she doffed all weed ; above the knee 
Wading, yet sweetlier sang more passionate staves, 
Unto such passionate airs as make men slaves, 
Netting the wind with dawn-dusk locks let free. 
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ORPHEUS 

About her rose and fell the enamoured sea. 

The golden sunshine, glinting from the waves, 

Rippled on white limbs as on roofs of caves. 

Oh, but my love-song gat the victory ! 

O Deathless Thrones who neither curse nor bless. 

From everlasting unto everlasting 

Prophetic, through the centuries who scan 

All nature, stern as if an iron casting. 

Dread Seers whom to move I nothing can, 

Yet list, I pray You of Your gentleness. 

" What spell was it yon saucy wrecker wrought ? 
Could I forget around a fairer head 
A fairer promise, and the eyes whose dread 
Sweetness my soul out of my soul distraught ? 
Forget, forget ? The wooded hills I sought 
One mom, and lightly through the paths I sped, 
And met the maiden first, her huntress tread 
Speaking of speed, her brow of snowy thought. 
Above old fancy, over and above 
Old yearning, mystical and musical. 
As floweth plaint of the rapt nightingale 
Through the night's hush, so into my young soul 
Flowed love first-found, mere gladness inly stole. 
Gladness that there should be one worth all love. 
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ORPHEUS 

<< I met her oft, oft heard her woodland call 
Make echo sweet mid dells where waters flow. 
Do maidens love, being beloved so ? 
Or answers not to heart young heart at all ? 
Fearless and white as the snow-nurtured fall 
She cleft the woods ; so white ; nor herald glow 
Dawned in her cheek. Oh, night, oh, mom wore 

slow; 
Slowly the shadows after noon waxed tall! 
Yet I loved love that tossed me to and fro. 
For evermore she who is dead and gone 
Became a benison everywhere ! Anon, 
Anon, desiring to deserve, I told 
How Eros panted in a primal throe 
Whereby the wonder of Worlds woke of old. 

" The molten verse flowed shapely to the mould. 
Love crowned not. Still the piore, I craved renown 
Befltting brows that dared essay such crown. 
Essayed yet vainly. Hence was I enrolled 
Among those voyagers through scath or cold 
Who carried Phrixus ease. Escaped to drown, 
So might I at her maiden feet lay down 
The love of one whom godlike Fame called bold. 
I, frailest songster, tell Ye of my toil, 
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ORPHEUS 

That Ye shall pity me. Lo ! Argo took 
The waves, for song ; and drew her listening head 
From Lemnos with its murdered husbands dead, 
For song ; until our downward image shook 
In Phasis, and Medea spake smooth as oil. 

" Murderous Medea she, whose bloody deed 
Clave to us ! And what was it that our hold 
Was heavy with the shining fleece of gold, 
When the storm drave us on the tangled weed, 
And the shore gave us to the ocean's greed ? 
What served it, though the dragon's brazen fold 
Slumbered to music, gleaming as he rolled ; 
Or the Symplegades to scape with speed ? 
Alas, as breakers the foreshore doth spill 
Are heroes' lives ! Yet in rebuke of ill. 
When Siren lured, my loftier paean cried, * Rest 
Is not for man till all his deeds be done ! ' 
Our thinned crew heard. But on what wilful quest 
Come I before You, from the holy sun ? 

" Hecate, by quicksands never pilots know, 
I was a feather upon wind and tide. 
Then caverns, for the nonce with store supplied. 
Took me from winds that blow and tides that flow. 
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Thence taught I husbandmen to reap and sow 
And hold the plough ; then won the maid for bride, 
Eurydice, my helpmeet by my side ; 
I was her oak, and she my mistletoe. 
But she is snatched away and I am left. 
Accursed be the hour when her sweet soul 
From mine that was made one with it was reft ! 
An aching wound I bear that must abide 
While I am Orpheus ; how can I be whole 
Again for ever — half whose being died ? 

** O King of Hades ! can I speak my grief ? 
Or is it any measure of my woe 
If one should say, * Behold his pleasures go ! ' 
Though minstrelsy should crown me Minstrel Chief, 
Long art yet springeth up from lifetime brief ; 
Bereft of her, my pulse beats very low ; 
Brief lifetime throbs not with the earlier glow 
Auroral. Is there succour or relief ? 
Why build the gods a man to pull him down ? 
Why give the gods a gift to take it back ? 
Better it were not to have been at all. 
Than to be crowned with a celestial crown 
Over men's souls, yet see all driven to wrack ! 
My morning promise ending in nightfall. 
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" Woe worth the while ! Must careless lips and 
vain 
Make common lays wrung from my very heart ; 
Strangers that have with me nor lot nor part, 
For summer pastime, strike the gracious strain 
To warbled discant sweet with sweet refrain, 
That I once shed like tears, sold on the mart ? 
Oh, mockery ! For one will praise the art. 
And one the thought, but none will know the pain. 
Lief be it, Lethe, hidden is most lief ; 
Most lief to me, stone-cold is aye stone-blind : 
Treasure they would not store no wordlings find. 
Yet, good the cheerful hope, the ages through, 
If I be as the Pole-star, when some few 
Know wisdom is of joy, not wholly in grief. 

" Seven years Eurydice my feet hath led. 
In secret cavern, reverent I dared ply 
The chords, extolling all her worship high. 
Not oft, but when a happy Muse well sped. 
Lo ! Dian's lamp when Phoebus shows his head 
Beams pale, though peerless erst throughout the sky ; 
So fared it with my songs ; when she was by. 
Their life ebbed wasting, and they were as dead. 
From her my votive odes their fervour take, 
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So as the Moon her brightness from the Sun ; 
Dreams, shadows ; nothing when the dreamers wake 
To see the very substance. Yet night-time 
Without a moon doth very darkly run ; 
So I, forlorn, mirrored her in my rime. 

" Yet not alone these faint and feeble gleams 
Of her I owe her ; all the notes that throng 
Beneath my hand justly to her belong 
Who showed me the world's beauty, as do the beams 
Of the great Sun. She woke me out of dreams. 
And gave me heart to battle against wrong ; 
Her spirit near me an exalting song, 
Though silent as the flow of deepest streams. 
Devout I bent my lucky sail to fare 
Far with the Minyae ; whence back amain, 
Devout I sought, as ocean's tide the moon. 
Her vestal beauty beyond beauty, soon. 
Worthy her love ? Shall lover make compare ? 
Love chaffers not, humbly gives all though slain. 

" Shadowed in forest where the wild dog bays 
Untamed, I found her, where I found her first. 
In that dear land that both our childhoods nursed, 
Hard by where yet oak-arboured Hebrus plays 
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In . everlasting childhood, and the sprays 
Vaulted her as with rainbows ; milder than erst 
Her eyes, as down where the live water burst 
Through gates of living rock, she lowered their rays. 
I neared ; and lifting lights no thoughts appraise — 
In mortal an immortal light of eye — 
She saw me. Now at slumber-speed flew by 
Seconds, or hung for hours upon the wing. 
I stood above her like the sun in Spring 
That wooeth flowerets in the coppice maze. 

" Once as the sun on wintering hills that freeze 
My May- warm love on her. But what God sways 
Such subtle rule ? Beneath my gaze her gaze 
Blossomed to starlight of the Pleiades. 
Fickle, in scorn, the breath that roves the seas 
We name who wot not truly of its ways. 
Certain as is the change of nights and days 
The sweep of trackless love or trackless breeze. 
We twain made one as love makes twain be one — 
Our lives a life — could now, if need were, ride 
Heart-whole throughout the thick of all dismay. 
But now was fortune perfect as a day 
In Summer when the whole blue crowns the sun, 
With not a windy cloud in heaven wide. 
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" Such love would hallow deserts. Yet at night 
No cavern rude should tender wifehood hide. 
I built a bower, against the wintertide, 
With burnished doors, in Tyrian hangings dight 
To stay the draught, empanelled to^he sight, 
Within, without and upon every side 
Fair for the fair, as gracious without pride ; 
A polished lamp to house a sacred light ; 
A lighted lamp to savage hordes who range 
The woods, unfound in cunning peace or due 
Of Gods invoked ; a wisdom wise to teach. 
Perhaps, much dearer feet to walk our strange 
Wild Earth ; to such a hope dare fancy reach 
In vernal love that maketh all things new. 

" Feasted in hall sat many an Argonaut 
In halcyon peace, and took his welcome ease, 
O'ileus, Telamon, iSthalides, 
And Jason vested in the spoil he brought 
From Colchis. Loving-cups, of silver wrought 
With golden lip, ebbed to the ruby lees. 
Poured to the glad Gods and their Goddesses 
High on their hill, * That love earn all his thought, — 
Even his meed of hopes ! ' Loud prayer was prayed. 
But the night wore, until Eurydice, 
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By link-light led by every rose-wreathed guest, 
Borne. duly to her bower, was left with me. 
Snow-cloud from new snow ! From her unzoned breast 
Her vesture, fallen, left the fearless maid. 

" But awful love was in her eyes, and now, 
A wilderness of glory and of light, 
She loosed her hair about her, dark and bright. 
And downward let its great waves from her brow. 
But the night wore ; till, fleet — ^who knoweth how? — 
Down-winged sleep, befriended by thick night, 
Fell on us ; and, therewith, a foe to blight 
As sleep blights not. Fair dreams were ours, I trow. 
When, in the morning, her most dear to me 
I scanned at peace and, as I deemed, asleep, 
I paused to wake her. Yet doth slumber keep 
The even tale of breaths her nurslings draw. 
Hushed I bent down. There was no breath to thaw 
The frozen lip of my Eurydice. 

" I lowered the coverlet, where she lay in state. 
I saw a mortal asp peep forth and dart 
A double tongue, and hide again. My heart 
Stood still. I gazed upon my stony mate ; 
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Her naked marble breast so warm so late, 

Her wounded breast where scarce the blood-drops start. 

The snake slipt forth : I let him go : no part 

In utter sorrow hath spite nor any hate. 

Unto the woods from all men did I flee ; 

And day and night, and night and day but knew 

Grief boundless and unchanging like the sea. 

Yet loving One most beautiful, I drew 

Close unto Nature's wailing woods and dew 

And solitude and beauty. Woe is me ! 

" Lo, dewy woods bare no peace after bliss ! 
Nor have I hope, but only death for pain. 
I am untuned to Nature, and in vain 
She woos me, and I woo her lonely kiss. 
She brought me love, and taught me love, I wis, 
Her brightest and her wisest gift and gain. 
That hath her All inorbed ; and not the main 
Of land or sea hath second after this. 
Not only thought how I am childless dims 
My soul, though hope of offspring fair and true 
Is no base craving ; nor I have not known 
Joyance to feel that in young vigorous limbs 
Her living life and mine will beat anew. 
When of our bodies flesh is fallen from bone. 
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" Nor chiefly that my light of song must wane, 
That waxed through her, now I am left alone, 
Though, still, remembering her, my lyre's sweet moan 
Cries out, I hope not weakly nor in vain. 
But love is worthier than the mightiest strain, 
A better music, and our diverse tone. 
In counterpoint of difference, made our own 
Very harmony of harmony. Again, 
She doth surpass my compass ; utmost art 
Tells my love not, that is all art above. 
All art ; yet I divine her worthy more ; 
Deeper her true-love from her deeper store. 
It is the glory of glories of the heart 
To love, and to be worthy of all love. 

** Oh, dare I hymn her love, lest I profane, 
Even with hymns, her hushed and holy shrine 
Wherein myself am god 7 Libation-wine 
She poured before me, loss accounted gain ; 
Giving herself, an offering without stain. 
She prized the gift if so it might be mine ; 
So blind is love, in blindness how divine I 
Her very height made lowly thoughts no pain. 
Oh, her love was surrender 1 And she lost 
Her Womanhood in Manhood, till I shook 
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Being Lord of it. So as an airy storm 
Viewless but in the cloud it doth inform, 
So love appears in lover. Simply she took 
Passion's perfection, nor recalled the cost. 

" Even hopeless love is beauty ; far the more 
Our blithe communion full, where smiles, renewed. 
Laugh inspiration glad, or thought rose-hued 
Makes thought response, and welcomes with wide door. 
Deep love can win deep love, yet, fled before, 
Still fled before, imagined hopes delude. 
To break hearts with bitter beatitude ; 
As Age with Youth ill-matched, each irked and sore ; 
Yet painful love is beauty. But I know 
My Chosen was foreshadowed in strange gleam 
Through flattering dreamland where a child's thoughts 

grow. 
Nay, I can fancy soul whose youthful beam 
Unfounded love quenched, her image spelled me so ; 
She met me as fulfilment of a dream. 

" Nay, but what profit is of treasure-trove. 
Mere penury being the recompense ? 
Time was, methought to seek her grave, and thence 
Do rites to her, as lofty as to Jove, 
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Till she seemed spell-bound in the charm I wove — 

Though slothful Lethe swept her innocence 

To innocence. Is great desire offence 

And sin of which this rhyming shrift me shrove ? 

Is the dear corse the decent bearers bare 

Over our widowed threshold, too poor gift, 

Her conscious life, also, Your jealous share ? 

Let her dead corse Your kingdom satisfy ; 

Give me her soul ; only my metal try 

With this condition, that no glance I lift. 

" Her presence is a music tuned to bless. 
Her splendour of pure beauty disarrayed 
Remembrance paints not ; yet if all charm fade, 
Though dear the heavy loss, I love no less. 
Not though her worth and love that heal distress. 
Not though her worth and love decayed, decayed 
My betrayed love, nor failed nor faltered, paid 
Never for mine own but her happiness. 
Happiness ! Though well wish I her befell 
No travail, yet must motherhood improve 
The hours, and build them up to famous days 
For coming time ; and twain do fitliest spell 
New lives to life who love, bidding them move 
In thought and act upright and wise always. 

37 



ORPHEUS 

** To summon from that world whereof we know 
Less rather than of death, a living soul 
To embody it, sent to its fatal goal, 
In either wealth or want, through weal or woe. 
Is wonderful and awful as to go 
At last to Elysium wherethrough I stole 
Coming ; where if she happier dwelleth, dole 
Is joy ; and I would have it even so. 
Perhaps we wrong pure spirits with rude care, 
Invoked from better rest — the calm Unborn 
Who never drew the sharp blast of the air. 
Or the calm Dead who breathe no more, no more. 
Yet Manhood thinks of life no sort of scorn. 
Speak, Ye oracular Gods, where I explore. 



** I dare no farther ! Fitful dirge I raise. 
Who quake to own I love. No musky spice. 
No lock shorn off I bum in sacrifice, 
Nor pay her such loud vows as custom pays, 
Her only epitaph my lonely lays. 
Keep golden silence ; love is pure as ice ; 
Love chastens love ; most precious beyond price 
Is purity, too spiritual for praise ; 
My theme is chaster than the stars above ; 
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Silence is best. At Your eternal feet, 
I lay my soul naked of all deceit,' 
Naked before the judgment of Your eyes. 
For love's sake, that is wiser than the Wise, 
Give me my life, oh, give me back my Love ! " 



Behold, the Nether Jupiter, in stress 
Wasting the tears of Gods for mortal cause, 
Long mute, from lip^ unused to curse or bless. 
Forced mighty tones broken with speechless pause 
While huge compassion choked Him ! " Wandering 

Thracian, 
For very ruth, O passionate Musician," 
Quoth Death, " For ruth My frozen Godhead thaws. 



" Here lingering thou'rt dead, never so stout. 
Warbler, as guerdon, lead from My domain 
Eurydice where the round sun shines out ; 
Only awhile your happy eyes restrain 
From one another, till ye cross the ferry ; 
Else, by My Godhead, shall she flit and tarry 
Among the Shades a Shade besought in vain. 
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" Get thee back, through the asphodel/* He ceased. 
His Queen whose humid orbs their dew did quench 
Waved Orpheus from her ; when the triple beast 
Gave tongue from all his mouths with smoke and stench. 
But, pondering the message and the presage. 
The Rhymer sped ; till, ready for the passage, 
Styx Waterman sat on his rower's bench. 



Down clomb the Rhymer to the spectral skiff, 
Harkening for footfalls, amid dread and doubt. 
The boatman pushed off from the beetling cliff. 
On all sides round, arose the waters' shout. 
Ever again waxed Orpheus faint or bolder. 
Then fell a timid hand upon his shoulder. 
Halfway upon mid-stream, he turned about. 



O rapturous joy ! A sick man's taste of health. 
That glimpse of song-redeemed Eurydice ! 
Naked she sat amid her mantling wealth 
Of auburn glory shadowy to her knee. 
Dreamt they the words of Gods are ever broken. 
Or idle words those dreadful lips had spoken, 
That eyes met eyes, while launched so fearfully ? 
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Naked to view, in wedded chastity, 
Her open lips for wonder and affright 
Apart, she with wide arms, pure ivory, 
Pearl, snowy, silvery on the ghostly night. 
Rose hungering toward her love in queenly fashion. 
Virginal in the whiteness of her passion. 
But, lo, even as she rose fled all her might ! 

Full length a-swoon she sank as on her bed. 
Showing the viper-fang's most cruel rift. 
Orpheus bowed over her unpillowed head. 
Unheeded overboard fell Phoebus' gift. 
Where Stygian waves washed on, nor dared not 

swallow 
The iEolian-moved lyre of divine Apollo. 
Love lifted the white hand she could not lift. 

Already, with its fells above, the steep 
Hung over the wan water that did loom 
Darkling, and gurgled as in broken sleep. 
But what availed against begrudging gloom 
How nearly overpast those tides that sever 
All flesh and blood from the f rore Dead for ever ? 
The Waterman pulled steadily, like doom. 
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In-shore they heard, and thought to cheat mis- 
chance, 
Backwaters whistle betwixt reef and reef, 
Whilst on the air she rose, in wakeful trance, 
Light in its eddy as a withered leaf. 
She lived her whole life through — ^last, strange de- 
rision — 
Girlhood and happy love, — ^in lightning vision. 
She stole into the darkness like a thief. 

Orpheus encircled her ; a rainbow quest 1 
As if he clasped a moonbeam in the air, 
His nervous arms closed empty on his breast. 
She blanched, and fell away to ash ; despair 
Helpless and hopeless did a-mort subdue her. 
Slow, like a weeping mist, a cold wind drew her 
Backward into the dark with floating hair. 

" Orpheus," she murmured ; anon, shrieked aloud, 
" Orpheus I " There brake and ruled her voice, " Ah, 

me I 
Ah, me ; alas, for lost Eurydice ! 
Endowed with healing, song, like first-love vowed. 
Called me, as audible fate, whence deeps enshroud. 
I knew mine own, mine — ^while I worship thee 
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Child's child of Memory, of Mnemosyne. 

Shine upon me, O Daystar without cloud. 

Beloved, in poetic bosom, thou 

Mad'st room, and deignest with ecstatic kiss 

Be one with one that all unworthy is, 

Save to adore still thine anointed brow. 

Translating what I was, till I am bliss! — 

How now ? I am as a lamp blown out. How now ? 

" Hush ! I dissolve and vanish ; our strong will 
Is weak," she wailed, " Death, never so besought, 
Yieldeth not twice. We wring vain hands. Well 

bought 
Yet is this honeyed draught although it spill 
'Twixt cup and lip slipt ere we drink our fill ! 
Die not of grief ; so would I not be taught 
How true thou art, howbe my soul is naught 
But thy love, nay, is thee, for good or ill. 
We touch, and burn thence one sole flame of fire 
Leapt from two firebrands up, two neighbour flames 
Through union to unity ; two names, 
One Meaning. Words come fain from lips that 

cherish 
Sighs beyond sighs ! O Orpheus, I expire ; 
Kiss me 1 I kiss in thought till thought's self perish ! " 

43 



ORPHEUS 

" Kiss me once, O Eurydice ! Then, heart, 
Break suddenly, and slay me unaware ! 
Thinner," he moaned, "than water, than thin air. 
Backward thou drivest ! Love, how dare we part ? 
I see the tears beneath thy lashes start ; 
I cannot kiss them back, my liefest Fair, 
Sweet forfeit Ghost, nor dry them with thy hair. 
Boatman, pull not so swift 1 Oh, smart on smart. 
All I can bear if. Love, thou look not so. 
Doubling remorse with thy most patient eyes 
That clean forgive me our renewed woe. 
Wherein reproach dwells not. My soul's soul, come ! 
The deep stream parts us, and thy lips are dumb. 
Eurydice ! I wound with bootless cries. 

" Leave me not comfortless ! Voice fails me so. 
I am foredone, foredone by my own deed, 
Foredone! What prayer, what bribe will Charon 

heed 
Across Hell-moat the Quick again to row? 
Hateful is sun now light can only show 
How all alone I am. Here let me bleed, 
Here, covered up in darkness ! Though my meed 
Be whelming throe, spare overwhelming throe 
To hear through heaven the perfect music peal, 
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My life a hissing discord. Winged with light, 

Lo, I essayed on high the highest height, 

And I have fallen ! What are all the skies 

To me ? I cannot reach them. These fool's eyes, 

From seeing and all thought of seeing, oh, seal ! " 



Sunset upon the Thracian summits burned ; 
Hoarse in his hollow, under rock and growth 
Of hanging woods, old Thracian Hebrus spurned 
Boulder and spur and drowned oak ; where troth 
Whilome was plight, Orpheus to earth returned ; 
Both banks resounded to the stream, and both 
Were drenched and dripping, where pale Orpheus lay 
Alone by Hebrus in the driven spray. 



Where troth was plight he woke, awoke to peer 
Into the hoary river, prone and still 
While multitude of thundering feet drew near, 
And hands that shook the thyrsus ; down the hill 
Before them fled the piebald goats in fear ; 
The javelin-women each had drunk her fill; 
Down-hill, their breath like smoke, with hair like flame, 
Leapt the wild drunkards, dancing as they came. 
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While so as Jove for rash prayer, in the bower 
Of Semele, ere Bacchus saw the light, 
Made love, apparelled in Olympian power, 
Their offspring God with glistering shoulder white, 
With eyes in laughter like a sunlit shower, 
Stroking his brindled tiger, shone in sight, 
Bright, while his heart made merry in the dream 
And gleam of dancers by the foaming stream. 

The God laughed, debonair, with eyes ablaze. 
Orpheus bewildered rose, his locks discrowned. 
Too overwrought in sorrow for amaze, 
Whose wondrous eyes, as eyes men closed for drowned 
Redeemed to life, met full that sparkling gaze. 
The stalwart Bassarids breathed high ; around 
About them rolled and gambolled curious beasts. 
Noise rose as of ten thousand, thousand feasts. 

Wine-flown, Silenus who all tipsy went. 
In Bacchus* cup the purple clusters crushed. 
On Bacchus' breast a panting Maenad leant 
Despoiled of raiment, sumptuous and flushed. 
Who in her. right hand held a sickle bent 
Like a new moon ; from her red locks unbrushed. 
She drew a hair across the edge, and proved 
Its cutting. Orpheus gazed, and gazed unmoved. 
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